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Eight years. 


Nearly eight years, Sven Karlsson had been staring at the man's ass for an hour and fifteen each night 
they toured, and then the young kid comes into the fold and gets to have a piece like it was candy. 


Had Sven known it was an option - that Sylvain swung that way - he would've indulged long ago. All that 
time looking at his French bandmates ass in those tight little jeans had forced the keyboardist to grow an 
appreciation for it - and also a strong desire for it. He'd kept that a secret, though, because while he was 
openly bi, Sven had always believed Sylvain to be straight because the man dated women and didn't talk about 
men like that. 


He honestly wouldn't have believed it if he hadn't accidentally walked in on the two boinking each other in 


their shared hotel room. 


"No, no, it's okay," Sven said, hiding his eyes with the back of his hand as the two repeatedly apologized and 
begged him not to tell their bandmates as they hastily detangled their bodies. "You two are good, but | think Il 
go stay with the other guys tonight.” 


"You don't have to change rooms," Sylvain insisted, yanking on his pants. Sven sneaked a peek and noticed 
the older one struggling to get his jeans over the hump of his ass - that fat, juicy ass - that Bastian had been 
thoroughly enjoying seconds prior. Shif, he was jealous. 


"We'll - we'll finish this another time,” Bastian stammered, his face bright red as he tried to pull the hem 
of his shirt low enough for some decency. But the damage was already done - Sven had seen his hard dick. He 


didn't care all that much, as it wasn't something to be embarrassed about, but the youngest was clearly 


mortified. 
"Sorry!" Sylvain tried, desperately trying to pull his zipper up. 


Seriously, it's fine," Sven said, waving his hand and turning to back out of the room. "You guys do your 


thing. l'm just gonna grab my stuff and leave." 


The two fell awkwardly silent, but Sven noticed Sylvain put a comforting hand on Bastian's thigh. So things 
were like that, hmm? As he exited the room, Sven wondered how long this little relationship had been going on 


Later, Sven learned that it wasn't a relationship at all, at least according to Bastian. 


"Sylvain and | - we aren't a thing," the drummer explained unprompted to Sven the next morning as they 
crossed paths in a gas stop restroom. "It was just - we were just trying things out, you know? But we won't 
let that get in the way with the band or anything - because as | said, we're not a thing. Just friends. Last 
night was the only time." 


"Right," Sven said, soaping his hands up under the sink. He knew Bastian was clambering to save himself 
from getting booted from the band as their newly recruited member. But what the kid didn't know was that 
none of the guys would care if he and Sylvain were fucking. He certainly didn't care. Soilwork were a very 
easy-going band, very drama-free, and had been for at least the last ten years. They were all adults and could 
have whatever relationships they wanted with one another. He'd had a brief fling with David when the guitarist 
had first joined the band, and the two were mature about it, even when it ended. And the rest of the guys 


never cared - they were even supportive of it. 
"You didn't tell the guys last night, did you?" Bastian asked him. 


"No," Sven said, distracted by the newly learned fact that Sylvain was on the market, available for his 
taking. He dried his hands off with a paper towel and tossed it into the bin "Why would |? Yours and Sylvain's 


sex lives are your business." 


Bastian still looked uncomfortable, so Sven patted him on the back, understanding his plight. 
"Seriously," he said. "Its no big deal." 
"Is just - he's nineteen years older than me and | don't want people finding out and scrutinizing us for it.” 


Sven hadn't considered that. He supposed Bastian and Sylvain had the biggest age gap of all the members, 
and perhaps a relationship between the two would be seen as inappropriate because of that. But Bastian was a 


twenty-four year old man and could make his own decisions - as could forty-three year old Sylvain 
"No one will find out," Sven told him, "at least not from my mouth." 


"Thank you," Bastian said, looking slightly relieved. He combed a hand through his fine blonde hair. "Sorry 


again that you had to see - 
"Seriously," Sven said, "it's fine." 


The Dane nodded and finally dropped the subject. 


It was annoying trying to find ways to get alone with Sylvain over the next few days. He was always 
attached to Bastian at the hip, and while the two really were a couple of peas in a pod, Sven began to wonder 
if Bastian had been lying about the sex being a one time thing. They certainly acted like a couple, seemingly 
without realizing it. Or just a pair of PDA-inclined best friends. 


Reprieve was finally granted the night of their show in Copenhagen. Bastian was absent, spending the day 
with his family, so Sven found the Frenchman by his lonesome out back of the venue, chatting with David while 
he was smoking. 


David would be easier to dismiss than Bastian. Especially since Sven could openly ask him to leave him and 
Sylvain alone by speaking in Swedish. Sylvain knew basic phrases that he'd picked up from the guys over the 
years, but by no means was he fluent. 


David cocked an eyebrow at him, but Sven gave him a pleading look that seemed to get the point across. 
The doctor tossed his cigarette on the ground and crushed it beneath his boot before excusing himself to go 
to the bathroom. 


"Hey," Sylvain said to Sven when they were alone. 
"Hey," Sven replied, eyeing him up and down openly. He had to figure out his move, how to proceed from 


here. Knowing now that Sylvain was just as interested in men as he was in women, Sven felt more confident 


admitting his attraction. "So, you and Bastian..." 


‘lm sorry again, about the other night," Sylvain told him, looking earnest. "We never meant for you to walk 
in on us - things just got out of hand." 


Sven shook his head. "That's not - Bastian told me it was just a casual thing? You're friends with benefits?" 


"Oh." Something shown in Sylvain's eyes at that, as though a flash of confusion - or disappointment. "Yes, | 


guess so." 


| never knew you were into the casual thing," Sven said, ignoring the fact that he might be intruding on 


something if he were to go down this road. 


Sylvain gave him a perplexed look, as though to remind Sven of all the times he had indeed had casual sex 


- with women. 
"With men, | mean," Sven clarified. 
"Ils that a problem?" the guitarist asked. 


"No," Sven responded quickly. "| was just wondering if you were open to maybe messing around sometime 


with me." 
Sylvain raised his eyebrows at hin, looking surprised. 


"With you?" he said. When Sven nodded, he went on, "You want to sleep with me? | never got the sense you 


found me attractive." 


Sven laughed at that, running a hand through his long, wavy hair, relieved he hadn't immediately been 


rejected. 


"If you let me," Sven said, feeling a spike of confidence and taking a step forward, "I'll show you just how 
attractive | think you are." 


Sylvain glanced at their surroundings, giving pause to his answer, and Sven faltered. 
"Of course, if there isn't an issue with Bastian," he amended awkwardly. 


"No, no," Sylvain waved his hand. "He and | are apparently - he and | are just casual | am just wondering 


where we can find somewhere private." 


That was all the invitation necessary. Sven encircled his fingers around Sylvain's wrist and yanked the 
Frenchman after him towards a secluded area behind a fence near a dumpster. Not ideal, but they had to 


make do on tour. And Sven didn't want to risk losing this opportunity. 


Sylvain looked as though he were about to speak again, but before he could, Sven kissed him. His pink lips 
were soft and pliant. He slipped his tongue easily inside, and as Sylvain kissed back, the keyboardist slid his 


hands down his back, to his waist, to his... 
God it felt even better than it looked 


Sven pressed his hips forward, showing Sylvain how immediately hard he was. He squeezed the older man's 
ass roughly, rubbed it, grabbed it. Sylvain chuckled into the kiss, thrusting forward as well. There was a small 


lump forming in his pants already, too. 


"Wow," Sven breathed, backing away, but leaving both hands on his friend's butt. "You know that | have to 
stare at this ass of yours every time we play a show, right? It's such a tease, you dancing around on stage 


while I'm behind my keyboards, trying not to look" 
"Oh?" Sylvain cocked his head and grinned, pressing his hips forward again. "Sorry for being such a tease." 


"No, | like it. I've always liked it. Always wanted to touch you there, show you how good | could give it to 
you." 


"Then give it to me," Sylvain said, kissing him and looking at him with deep brown eyes, desire flushed all 


over his face. 


"Right now? Here?" Sven glanced around, hoping their little corner was truly private enough. Then again, he 
was so desperate to finally get his cock between those fat cheeks that he wouldn't care who was watching. 
Besides, they might not have the chance again for a long time if they didn't take advantage of the moment. 


"Yes. Fuck me," Sylvain said, kissing him again. Sven squeezed his ass and jerked him forward so they could 


rub against one another, but Sylvain broke away. "Hurry, so that we don't get caught" 


"Okay," Sven said breathlessly, unable to believe this was finally happening. He stepped back and began to 
unbuckle his belt, but didn't get the chance to finish. Sylvain was down on his knees in an instant, finishing the 
job and yanking Sven's jeans and underwear down to his thighs, allowing his hard cock its freedom. The eager 
Frenchman leaned forward and took him in his mouth, quickly lubricating him while simultaneously giving Sven 


what he was certain was the best blowjob he'd had in his entire life. 


Sylvain stood suddenly and turned to brace himself against the cement wall of the venue behind them. Sven 
yanked the man's pants down to his knees, finally revealing his prize. It really was a beautiful thing: plump, 
tight, pale, perfectly round. Sven held him open in his hands, knelt, and shoved his face in. 


The guitarist lurched forward, making a noise of surprised delight as Sven swirled and prodded at him with 
his practiced tongue. Sven internally lamented that he didn't have as much time as he'd have liked right now. 


One day, he hoped they'd do this again, but that he would have hours to play with Sylvain's body, to taste 


every centimeter. 


He stood, pressing the head of his cock against Sylvain's asshole until it breached the tight muscle and 
entered him. Sylvain cried out softly. Sven watched as he bit his forearm in an effort to muffle his noises. 


He'd never seen anything sexier. 


He kept an iron grip on Sylvain's ass the whole time, pausing only to spank the skin and watch it bounce as 
he fucked him. The passing thought that Sylvain ought to be in gay porn crossed Sven's mind. Seemed a pity to 
not share such a beautiful gift with the world 


But yeah, this was a million times better than porn 


Sven didn't last long. In fact, he was fairly sure it hadn't even been an entire minute before he felt his 
balls tightening and that delicious heat pooling deep within him. He let his hips move of their own volition. There 


was no going back now. 


"Fan, you feel good," Sven grunted, reluctantly pulling out just in time to shake his ejaculate off to the side, 
onto the ground. He braced one hand on the wall as he panted, coming back down from a dizzying orgasm. 
Sylvain pulled up his pants and did up his zipper and belt. 


"That was nice," he told him, grinning sweetly. He leaned in and kissed Sven on the cheek. "We should do that 


again sometime." 


Sven barely had the chance to formulate a pathetic agreement to that suggestion before Sylvain was gore, 
already back in the venue. He tucked himself back into his pants, straightened out his hair, and followed suit. 
Perhaps he'd have time to apologize to Sylvain later in the day for cumming in thirty seconds. 


That evening on stage, as he watched Sylvain move around before him, pleasing the crowd, Sven didn't have 
to imagine what it would feel like. No, now he knew how it felt to be in that nice ass, and he didn't have to be 
jealous of Bastian anymore. He hoped Bastian didn't mind sharing his friend-with-benefits with him, because 
now that he'd had a taste, he only wanted more. 


